the sleeping man surged up inside her in big, rolling waves
which left her helpless. She sat down at the edge of the
couch, not knowing what to do now. Slickum had van-
ished from the room without a sound. The tap dripped,
dripped, dripped.

" Hello, Joe/' Slickum said, entering the prop. room.
Joe was squatting on a box, his head buried in his hands.

"Hello," he said listlessly. There were shelves and
shelves behind him, where endless rows of props., weapons
and shields, garlands and cups, flags and draperies, were
neatly lined up. But on the floor in front of Joe there was
complete confusion, a medley of to-night's props, which he
had not put back in their places yet.

"I needs a few blankets and rugs or what have you?**
Slickum said. "Mist* Bakrow's feelin* cold/*

"I didfi't make any mistake, I didn't load anything
wrong into that rifle,*' Joe said wildly and Slickum thought,
"They've driven him crazy." "I might have been a bit con-
fused, but Lord Almighty, there is not a bullet in this here
whole theater,** Joe went on like a man who has repeated
the same thought a thousand times,

" Sure, Joe," Slickum said. " Now, give me them blankets
and forget it. How's the kiddy?*'

"I don't know," Joe said. "I don't know, I can't get a
call through. I got as far as the night-nurse but she didn't
know a thing about the baby. I asked her just to call my
wife to the 'phone but nothing doing. It's against the rules,
she said. Wonder if they would treat me like that if I
could afford a spe-ci-alist and a first-class operation?**

He turned to the shelves, polling some layers of velvet
and brocade from them at random. A small, compact
cloud of dust arose together with the all-pervading smell of
moth-ball. "Bring them back before you leave the houst,"
he said. "I'm really not allowed to give them to you and
I've had all the trouble I can stand to-night."
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